the French can be at their worst and offered no assistance in
getting a doctor. Moreover I was well aware that the
sanitation was fantastic. The lavatory ventilated into the
bedroom and necessary repairs had not been forthcoming,
and I was therefore doubly uneasy as to the possible origins
of the illness.
The English doctor whom I finally located immediately
plugged in morphia to stop the sickness and as soon as she
was relatively able to travel we risked a return to Paris and
civilization.
On arrival in Paris we were met by another manifestation
of French character. If Monte Carlo was empty, Paris was
fell, attending the Salon de 1'Automobile, and when we
arrived at the Osborne Hotel, to which I had telephoned
from Monte Carlo, the proprietor informed us calmly that
he had no vacant rooms. He did not deny the fact of pro-
mised reservations but remarked that these had been
* settlement par telephone'.. . .
I remember trailing round Paris in a taxi, with John
exhausted and barely convalescent, clutching as usual the
inevitable dog (a griffon bitch not destined to survive
quarantine), while eight hotels in succession refused us
hospitality. At the Continental the porter went so far as
to run out to our taxi, before it had pulled up, to inform us
that they were full and already had a waiting list.... There
are times when the most confirmed British globe-trotters
would give the earth to be back in England!
But eventually we had luck at the Hotel Pont Royal,
quiet and pleasant in the rue du Bac, and there in a bedroom
converted into a study, John wrote much of The Well of
Loneliness. It was one of three communicating rooms and
we were happy enough there for several months. True,
we shared a chronic dislike of hotel food, but luckily we
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